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Knows he the world so little, and its trade?
Alas! the devil's sooner rais d than laid.
So strong, so swift, the monster there's no gagging:
Cut Scandal's head off, still the tongue is wagging.
Proud of your smiles once lavishly bestow'd,
Again our young Don Quixote takes the road;
To show his gratitude he draws his pen,
And seeks this Hydra, Scandal, in his den.
From his fell gripe the frighted fair to save -
Tho' he should fall th' attempt must please the brave.
For your applause all perils he would through -
He'll fight - that's write - a cayalero true,
Till every drop of blood - that's ink - is spilt for you*
ACT I, SCENE i
Lady Sne&rweWs House
LADY SNEERWELL at the dressing-table. MR SNAKE drinking chocolate.
Lady Sneer. The paragraphs, you say, Mr Snake, were all inserted?
Snake. They were, madam; and as I copied them myself in a feigned hand, there can be no suspicion whence they came.
Lady Sneer. Did you circulate the report of Lady Brittle's intrigue with Captain Boastall?
Snake. That's in as fine a train as your ladyship could wish. In the common course of things, I think it must reach Mrs Clackit's ears within four-and-twenty hours; and then, you know, the business is as good as done.
Lady Sneer. Why, truly, Mrs Clackit has a very pretty talent, and a great deal of industry.
Snake. True, madam, and has been tolerably successful in her day. To my knowledge she has been the cause of six matches being broken off, and three sons disinherited; of four forced elopements, and as many close